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Amazing 4 Way ACTION Range Ready at Dealers I 

Be an expert shot with the help of thie amaz- backstop. Easily portable. For basement, attic, 

ing new ACTION Target Rangel Spin outdoors . . . and as extra ACTION Target 
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ACTION TARGET RANGE ALSO IDEAL 
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NEW FOR YOU! 

BOYSandGIRLSI Hero's the amazing ne«- Daisy Hand- 
book No. 2 with Daisy's latest AIR RIFLE CATALOG 
inside iV. Yes — 128 picture-packed pages ol comic strip* 
stalling Red Ryder, Captain Marvel. Robot man, Ibis. Boy 
Commandoes. Inventor Diesel, etc. Also: Fishing, Camp- 
ing Tips, How To Be A Cowboy with Red Ryder, Magic 
Tricks, How To Tie 28 Knots, Steer Riding, Football 
Diagrams, How To Make A Willow Whistle, Stamp Col- 
lectlng, How Steel Is Made, Sports Quiz, lokea, How To 
Shoe A Cow Pony, How A Rocket Works. Indian Meas- 
uring Method. Movie Serial Making, Bob Feller Picture 
Slory. Marksmanship Manual. Handy pocket size — en- 
tirely different from Handbook No. I Iimifed supply! 
Hurry — rush only one thin dime (lOrl plus unused 3r 
stamp— we'll send Handbook No. 2 postpaid! 

Pocket Slia, Thick 

128 PAGES! 
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SIX -SUNS 
THUNDERED 
ALONS THE MEXICAN 
BORDER AS BANDS OF \\i?^_> ■ : .' ; ,,/ 

f/ WARAUDINS OUTLAW* SLIPPED W'-.J. 

AOZOSS THE RIO (SRANDE .' 
, WHEN MOPALONS CABSlDY BUCKLES 
>/ ON HIS ARTILLERY AND (SOB© AFTeR 1 
F/ THIS THREAT TO LAW AND ORDER., 
HE SOON FINDS HIMSELF IN A HOLE 
IN MORE WAYS THAN" ONE/ 
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AJW'T YOU 
dOlNS TO 
PIKE ON _ 
THBM, ~"\ POK 

HOPALOWfi 
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BUT WED BETTER. BE QUIET 
TILL, WE REACH THE OTHER 
SIDE, MESGurTE .' I'M AFRAP 
ONE OF THOSE OUTLAWS ' 
HAS BEEN LISTeNlNS TO_ 
US TALKING , 

' WHICH ONE 
HOPALONG 




THE SHORT ONE — 
NAMED GONZALES.' 
SEE HIM THERE, 
AHEAD OP US.' 



HOPALONS IS ONLY PARTLY" 
KISHT.' THE AMERICANS' TALK 
HAS BEEN OVERHEARD — 
BUT BV THE OUTLAW CHIEF. 




YOU THERE : YOU'VE 
LOOKED FAMIUIAK. TO 
ME ALL ALONS .' Q£//Ctf. 
TAKE OFF THAT 
SOM6RERC ' 
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WITHOUT THAT 
MOUSTACHE-I RECOGNIZE 1 
YOU NOV/.'.' DO >OU RE- , 
MEMBER WHAT I SAID 
WOUUD HAPPEN TO ANY- 




EASY WITH THOSE 
flHOOTINS IRON*/ 
WHTE&IPE .' THE 
WRONG PERSON 
WIGHT SET 
HURT ' 




AS THE OtTTLAW CHIEF IS 5USDL1ED, MESOUlTE 
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VARMINTS, 
Kr , THEW" 
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UNLESS >OU WANTtt-^s^S 
SHOT OFF ■^rr^sa^ 
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,VQPALCWe.' WH/TESIPE GRABBED . 
W.Y SUN — AND HE'S RUNNING 
BACK IN THE TUNNEL. HE'LL. 

(SIT AWAY .' 
quick .' you "- — -_ \ , ■ 

AND GARCIA TAKE \ // ' «- ' ' 

THE PRISONERS TO J. I ,/ ' 
THE ENTRANCE J 




WHILE I GO AFTER WHITESIDE 

WHO SEEMS TO UNDEkSTAND'ONLV 

» ONE LANGUAGE — SlX-GUN TALK / 
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m ALL. RIGHT, 
WHITESIDE, I'M COMING 
AFTER YOU/ WILL VOL) 
COME OUT STANDING UP 
-OK FEET FIRST 




A RELECfTLESS FUSILLADE 
OF SUNFIRE FOLLOWS / 




BUT A5 THE SHOTS 
ECHO THROUGH THE 
TUNNEL, A TINY 
CRACK APPEARS IW 
THE OLP ROOF .' 
THEM ANOTHER / 
THEM A FEW DROPS 
OF WATER OOZE 
THROUGH -'-.. 


THOSE . ..WERE. .-CLOSE i jM 
THIS LAWMAN'S MO r^^0% 
-SLOUCH ! ~r — JMSEA 
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THE RIVERS 
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^H!TES;DE CHOOSES THIS MO- 
MENT TO LAUNCH A DESPERATE 
ATTACK .' ■■ :, ; , V. ■ 



Twis I© TH \STOP IT, you 
PAYOFF.' ,'THE TUNNEL'S 
&QTH J CAVING IN 
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appear every 

month in 



Follow i he daffy advanturas 
Of the DIZZY, DAW. DUO 

9UH and WW 



IVItY MONTH) 

ONLY W AT YOUK LOCAl 
NtWSSTAND' 
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Bsczny Aersz~ I * THOSE AE£ 

P 25 ?' MY CATTLE/ 
5UTI SEE 
1 '.'^'EY rAS 
ALEEAPV a/r 
HIS SKANPCN 
THEM.' 




.-.X'£> APPREC/ATS IT V£XY 

much ie you »oulo ee 
mace cwm in the 
Furuee about i£Mim6 

VClUe HOT BXAHOIK6 IKONS 
4WA6 AKOUMO UMBOS Mtf < 

etrupto cattle cam lie ) 

OOWN OH THBM/I I-* 
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The new American Fiver* bring you all the won- 
der and glory of railroading. They puff real 
smoke. They reproduce the "choo-cboo" sounds 
of a real locomotive under full steam. Boih 
smoke and "choo-choos" vary in intensity as you 
increase or decrease the speed of your train. 
Locomotives, tenders, cars and track are all built 
to uniform 3 1 6™ scale, so thai your train looks 
like real— hugs the track like real. And a two- 
loop track layout takes space only 6 feet square. 
Cars have automatic couplers that couple any- 
where. Uncouple by remote control. Die-cast 
locomotives have superpower worm drive for 
smooth, steady pull at all speeds from a crawl to 
120 scale miles per hour. See and hear the sensa- 
tional American Flyers at your nearest toy or 
department store. 

•Dmu* tit rat, prlcti ■!(bW!» hWttr 




WHEN IN NEW YORK, VISIT 'HE filtflERT HftU. 0f»5CWNCE F\!=TH AVE. AND 25 IB ST ACfAtSSlON FUSE 1 . 
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* THUNDER. EVE IS A COWARD 
AND WEAKLINS .' If I WERE 
CHIEF, CUE TRIBE NEVfifK 
WOULP MAKE PEACE 
WITH THE WHITE WAN. 




THAT ROUTE IS MORE' 
HUNPRED MILES SHORTER 

AN THE ONE I'M OPERATING. 

) ONE PARED USE IT V 

BEFORE, OWINGTUH THE ^\ 
PANSER OF THUNPBR EYES J 
BRAVES KILLINSTHe 




NO DANGER OF THET 
NOW.' TOM MIX 
SIGNED THBT /TREATIES 
ACOJZ&BP <CAN 6E 

PEACE TMWy..JaROK£M.' 

BRAD COLLINS 
16 A-OONNA RUN INTUH 
MORE TROU3LE THAN A 
CAGE Or B09CATS/ 
NA-VIB4NY 




SCO-J, JED DECKTEK AND 
THE VILLAINOUS EAGLE 
NECK GET TOGETHER.... 

YUH CAN ©ET SOME OF 
THB HOTHEADEC) BRAVES 

TO POLLER YUH.' 

PAY WILL, I 

YUH MAKE SURE) 
THE N«W PONY „ 
EXPRESS LINE 
DON'T OPERATE .' 




REALWESTERN HERO 



f t BRAD COLLINS AND TDM MIX INSPECT 

: mew TEggnogy..- 
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FUNNY.' THOSE \ -* r "jt-l 




ARE FRESH HOOF L. i\ l^r 




WARK6.' <=&MB- f /y^^^L 




BODY'S RjppEM / ,, VJg^gjBr, 




THIS WAV NOT J / ■j£#^~3&l 




LONffl AOO.' Ji^&^s^SrEfii 
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AWAY AT THl 
REP PEVILSi 

but they ear 

AWAV CLEAN.' 
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rr'» A HAJ5P ruh.-tohv ,' BUT HE doesn't 
KNOW VOL) LIKE X DO.' 

WE'VE 30T TO 

MAKE IT.' 
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THEY'fTE STILL AFTER A 
BUT THeY'RE KCEPIf 
RESPECTA&LE DISTA 
JUST WAITING UNTIL 
TONY SETS TIREP ;' 




I WON'T PLAY 


THEIR ]^Bk 


GAME OF CAT 


AND ^^Pi 


£s^- /AOUSE .' 
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TMEV SHOULP BE ALONG ANY 
MINUTE .' IF r TIME THIS RIGHT, 
I CAN HOOK THE LASSO 
OVER THAT " 
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IX IS ON THE AIR 



THE MUTUAL NETWORK. MONDAY THRU FRIDAY AT 5;45 P. M] 
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I'LL JUST PULL OUT MV } 


teusty shooting jeOisi 


AND- 
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STUCK 
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PUFF) 
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SHUT up! HE'S GONNA 

LEAD US TO THE 
BORDER, COME ZMYL/SWr/ 
NOW GfT SOME SHL/TEVE,' 
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DON'T YOU A 


/yo'Re rkshtj j 


SEE, GABBY? 


THAT'S SMART/ 


THEN THE 


THINKING. 




MOOD&l 


LET'S SIT, 




XAAS6MOM 


KNEEL, 




WILL 


V CORKER J 




PROTECT US// 
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IT'S PITCH 
DARKJ VOU 
SURE; VOU 
KNOW THE 
WAY TO THE 
BORDER, 
GABBY 



ME? WHY I 

KNOlV THESE 

MOUNTAIN 

TRAILS LIKE 

THE PALM 

OP «V HAND.' 

JUST TRUST 

GABB' 



BESJPES, X CAN 1 
SEE IN THE DARK 
LIKE A CATJ IT'S 

LIKE BROAD 
PAYLIGHT TO ME 
AND ULt>Sj 




ORKEK IS ALSO THE ONLY 
HORSE IN THE WEST THAT 
CAN RUN SiDEtvarvSJ 



REAL WESTERN HERO 




REALWESTERN HERO 



YOUNSFAICON 



V^UNG FALCON, SON Of THE 
CHIEF Or THE MASSACRED 
TRUEPEATMEK TRiftE, HAS 
VOMEO TO REGAIN THE TRIBAL 
EMSLEM RI6HTPUU-V H 15 FROM 
THE EVIL, RENESADE SLAYERS 

His PEOPLE. BUT CtAWN 
BSE© ONE WORN ON A COUN- 
CIL Of WAR AT THE RENE- 
GADES' CAMP 



TW ^T 



YOUNG FALCON 
'IN THE WOODS JUST OUT- 
SIDE CAMP. WITH HIM STILU 
AUVE,OUR CLAIWTO BEIWfi THE , 
HEIRS OF THE TRIBE IS IN JEOF&GDX \ \? 
YOU ALL KNOW HCW HE HAS ,-rA\ 
BEEN PLA6UIN6 US.' 
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WHAT 
HAS 

Y&JN© 

fALCON 
IN MIND? 

WHY 
DOES HE 

RACE 
FOR THE 

RAPIDS 
THAT HE 
CANNOT 

SWIAA 
AND 
WHERE 



REACHIN6 THE TREES AT THE 
RAPIDS* SHORE, YOUNG FALCON 
PAUSES, AND—- 
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THE UNTAMED 

A Red Roan Adventure 
By Dick Kraus 



BLACKIE NORTON studied the dis- 
tant hills with his field glasses. Lines 
furrowed across hia bronzed forehead, and 
his lips twisted, as he found what he was 
looking for — a herd of slow-moving wild 
horses. Fifteen or twenty mares, several 
colts and yearlings— and the boss of the 
outfit, a tail, graceful strawberry roan 
stallion. 

"C'mere, Cliff. Blackie muttered. "Take 
a look at that herd ... an' at that stallion!" 

Cliff Bales took the binoculars from his 
boas' hand. 

Slowly, he focussed them on the distant 
hill . . . and then he too grunted. He put 
tht glasses down and turned toward 
Blackie Norton. 

"Fine." he said. "It's a good herd. It'd 
be worth plenty if you could round it up. 
But you ain't goin' to. Did you see that 
big stallion at the head of it?" 

"The roan?" 

"Yen," nodded Cliff Bales. "They call 
him Red Roan. He's the fastest stallion— 
an' the smartest hass ever seen in these 
parts. Folks have been tryin' to round up 
hts herd for years — without even gettin' a 
sniff of 'em. So you might as well give up 
right now, Blackie. an' not waste your time. 
Red Roan won't be caught!" 

"Oh. no?" 

Angrily. Blackie Norton jammed the 
glasses into their case and kneed his horse 
forward into a canter. 

""We're roundin' up thai herd. Cliff, I'm 
scllin' the mares for rodeo an' ranch work 
— an' I'm agonna keep th' big red hoes for 
myself. Hear me? We're roundin' 'em 
up — startin' now!" 

When Blackie Norton said a thing, he 
meant it. A seasoned veteran of the ranch 
country, and of the Colorado hills, he had 
done just about everything a drifting cow 
waddy could do. He had been a cook, straw 
boss and horse wrangler. Right now, he 
and Cliff Bales were working at rounding 
up wild horses and unbranded strays, sell- 
ing them to the highest bidder. It was open 
and above-board, according to the law, but 
many ranch and cattlemen disliked men 
like Blackie, because of their* tactics and 
cruelty. 

Now, as he quirted hi.s big bay horse into 
a ground-covering earner, Blackie went 



over the ways he and Cliff might round 
up Red Roan's herd. 

"We might be able to trap the whole 
shebang of 'em in a dead-end arroyo. But 
I doubt that, if th' roan's, as smart aa you 
say he is. Cliff. Or, we might work In relays 
to tire 'em out. But that would take more 
men an' hosses than we've got. If I get 
close enough for a good shot, I might be 
able to crease his forehead, an' get him 
that way. Or . . ." 

"Or?" 

Blackie hesitated. "I just wonder, Cliff. 
It's against the law. but it might just work. 
Did you ever hear of usin' barbed wire to 
catch a herd?" 

"Barbed wire? How does that work, 
Blackie?" 

Swiftly, the horse dealer explained his 
plan. Red Roan would probably be too 
smart to lead his herd up a blind alley — 
one that he knew to have no escape. But 
if they could find an arroyo or small valley 
with a couple of narrow entrances, and 
bottle up one of them with barbed wire . . . 
ihey might he able io nick the herd into 
entering it. And when that was done . . ■ 

"Why. we'll have 'em dead to rights." 
Blackie Norton exclaimed. "We'll just 
rope 'em one at a time — an' brand 'em. 
rope 'em together an' take 'em down to 
market. Except for Red Roan, I'm a-keepin' 
him for myself!" 

"Not had," norf-ded Cliff Bales. "Have you 
got barbed wire?" 

"Right down in our supply wagon ! Let's 
get it an' go to work!" 

"■■HAT WAS THE WAY IT started. At 
* first Red Roan was not worried when 
the two riders began to trail his herd. He 
was used to the two-footed creatures who 
thougiit they could trap his mares and 
colts. Always, through his cunning and 
stamina, and his knowledge of the hills, he 
had brought the herd through safely. Never 
had the riders come close to trapping the 
herd. 

But these two men were persistent ! Day 
and night, one of them was always trailing 
the herd. One slept and the other con- 
tinued the relentless pursuit. The herd 
was unable to stop and graxe or drink, for 
more than short periods of time. The chase 
wa» telling on the herd's condition. 
(Please turn to next page) 
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Then, one day. Blackie Norton sprang 
the trap. 

Cliff had been trailing the herd through 
the night, until they were nervous and 
fidgety. Then, as ihey trotted across the 
pWf.it, Blackie suddenly galloped out of 
hiding, firing his revolver in the air. In- 
stantly alert. Red Roan wheeled about. 
whinnying shrilly. 

"There they go." Cliff shouted. "It's 
wnrkin' '" 

IT was true! Red Roan, not knowing that 
1 the night before Blackie had strung a 
fence of barbed wire across the other en- 
trance, was leading the herd into "a narrow 
arroyo. 

"We've got em." Blackie grinned tri- 
umphantly "There's not a way in th' 
world for them to get out!" He waved at 
Cliff. "Hey. Bales. Stay here in this en- 
["hey won't dare to come near you. 
I'm goin' in. to see if I can gel a rope on 
, the big one?" 

Kneeing his mount' forward cautiously. 
Blackie Norton saw the wild nprse herd 
nervously milling around at the other end 
of the arroyo. One or two of the young 
colts had brushed against the barbed wire, 
and had been painfully pricked. Now thr 
entire herd was staying clear of (he fence. 

Blackie slowly shook his lariat loose, and 
, fashioned a loop. Swinging it in an easy 
cu've. he approached Red Roan. 

Kiits pricked, the big strawberry stallion 
cantered away gracefully. But Blackie was 
in no hurry 

Round and around the wails of the tiny 
arroyo. Red Roan trotted, head tossing 
am i : nl mane waving. His eyes 
,-ind sensitive nostrils explored every pos- 
-ihV opening — but he soon came to realize 
tHe truth 

The herd was bottled m! There were 
only iwo entrances to the canyon. The 
rider blocked one. barbed wire the other. 

Then Red Roan made up his mind! 

Neighing loudly and clearly, he wheeled 
and galloped toward the barbed wire- 
blocked entrance ai top speed. Immediate- 
ly, the other horses oi the herd fell in 
behind him. Blackie Notion watched, 
without worrying. "What do you think 
you're gc*in' to do Red Roan? Fly over 
: hat fenee-?" 

Dramatically, the answer came as the 
great red stallion flung himself straight at 
the fence. . His weight bore against it. 
ii down He fell forward, and the 
strands of barbed wire bit cruelly into his 
silky side, tearing and ripping great bloody 
gashes. But he had shown the way. One 
: tin EettM was down. 



a gap for the other horses to gallop 
through. And they took full advantage of 
tt. thundering through the narrow en- 
trance to the freedom that lay past it! 

■Weil. I'll be " snarled Blackie Nor- 
ton! "The mule-headed cayuse!" 

Angrily, he spurred his bay into a gallop. 
His lasso swung out in a wide loop over his 
head. All of the herd had gone through. but 
Red Roan was just starting to clamber up 
from the fence he had held down so pain- 
fully. There was a chance . . . 

The horse dealer's lariat flashed out. It 
whipped through the air and settled cleanly 
over Red Roan's arched neck. 

"That does it!" half-shouted Blackie 
Norton "I'd g^ive up the whole herd any- 
time, just to get a horse like that!" 

Grinning, he pulled the rope taut. Red 
Roan was standing now. trembling, the 
rope around fcis neck, his sides bleeding in 
a dozen spots from the cruel barbs. His 
great luminous eyes were fixed on Norton. 
as the man approached him. 

"Steady." husked Blackie. He wound 
the rope tight around the base of a nearby 
pine, and picked up a thick branch that lay 
at the root of the tree Slowly he walked 
toward Red Roan. 

Angrily, the horse reared upright, his 
hooves lashing out at Blackie, 

"Why. you red devil." snarled the man 
With the branch, he clubbed swiftly at the 
stallion's head. Frantically, with all his 
strength. Red Roan pulled away. And. as 
he did so. the lariat, which had been hastily 
coiled about the pine, began to unwind. It 
flicked around the tree like a snake Red 
Roan was pulling it loose. 

"He'll get away." gasped Norton. 

Leaping forward, he clutched the loose 
rope. But now Rod Roan was plunging for 
the gap in the barbed wire where the fence 
was pressed down. As Blackie grabbed 
the rope, he was pulled along, irresistibily. 
to the barbed wire fence. There he was 
caught. He fell forward, as the stallion had 
done, and once again the barbs of the fence 
slashed painfully 

I'RVING out, the dealer released the rope. 
- trapped by the wire that he himself had 
put up. And now Red Roan, loose once 
again, galloped toward the open prairie . . 
rejoicing in the freedom he had won. for 
himself and his herd. . 
THF. KND 
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IT'S AN INDIAN BOY.' 
HE'S TRAPPED UNDER 
6IANT BOULDER, AND 
HE'5 BEING ATTACKED 
BY A HUGE SAGLE 
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-IP I'M TO 
STICK WITH Tl. 

UNOERD06/ 
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PUSK, MONTE HALE 

PURSUES THE INDIANS. 

TMEN... 




'S THIS ?!S BARTGR.THE MAN WHO'S SEEN 
5TIBRIN6 UP THE CHEYENNgS, A WMT* MAM ? 
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SEEMS TO Me I'VE HEARD 
THAT NAME... OfX* BAR?** 
HE'S A WHITE TRADER WHO 
CAME TO THESE PARTS 
RECENTLY. SO M£'S 
BEEN MAKING 
TROUBLE ' 
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THEY'VE SOT A OICH VEIN OF GOLD ^V 
ORE BACK IN THE MOUNTAINS. I'M THE T 
ONLY WHITE MAN WHO KNOWS 'BOUT J 
IT... AND I'M KEEPING ALL THE OTHEHS^y 
AWAY, TILL J CLEAN IT OUT.' — m WW 
rf SAVVY ? T^^^^^r '"A 
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REAL WESTERN HERO 



PUSHER, WISHER, BEACH 
■me voracious flames, 

AS MONTE HALB STRUGGLES 
TO BURST HIS BONDS / 



'WIFTLY, THE INDIAN BOY'S ' 
-llFE SLASHES AT 
MONTg'S BONDS.' 




REAL WESTERN HERO 




REAL WESTERN HERO 



THE CROWD GIVES "TOUCHDOWN PETE' 
A HAND-HE CAN'T BE STOPPED — HE| 
WEARS BALL-BAND. 




REAL WESTERN HERO 
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For Fun 

and Food Energy/ 
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CURTiSS^^ 



And it's no wonder. Swell lotting Bulterfinger, 
tich in dextrose, blends rich choeolaty tooting 
with honey -com bod peonut butler center and 
creamy caramel for a taste treat supreme. MsOcMo&t* (tf Baby fcltrl &«fy&W 

CURTiSS 

Producers of Fine Foods 



